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« Why then, plase yer honour, it is I that am willing to 
pay the riut, and why shouldn't I ! but Master agra, there's 
no price." 

" How, no price !" exclaimed I, " I got the other flay, at 
Greyford mills, one pound eight shillings per barrel." 

" Oh, the thievin' rogue," rejoined Tim Flannery, " and 
amn't I after coming from the very same miller, and by all the 
hooks in Father Kennedy's house, all he'd offer me was two- 
and- twenty." 

" Come, Tim, let me see your sample?" So going to his 
threshing floor, he produces a handful of wheat, which con- 
tained as many grains of ribery and balls of smut, as of sound 
corn." 

" Why, Tim, how could you expect to get a good price for 
such ti-ash as this ?" 

" Och, then, how can the likes of me help it? Hav'nt I 
put it through the wind in the hill, twice • the wife has our 
best quilt all as one as spoilt, sunning it and picking it : 'tis a 
bad sample, plase yer honour, but what can a body do, after 
doing his endeavour ?" 

" Tim, now be for once an honest man, and tell the truth. 
JM you ever in all your life change your seed, or did you ever 
steep your wheat before sowing ?" 

" Troth, Sir, I never did. "it's not for the likes of me to 
be going after these new-fangled ways ; my father and he 
that went before him, did well without any such doings ; this 
is the ould Irish red wheat, that is nathral to the land, and 
maybe I'd have no crop at-all-at-all, were I to bo making such 
ventures." 



" Indeed ! — Tim, don't you see that my land is just the 
same as yours ; but I manage a little better — keep the ground 
a little clearer — change my seed often — and always steep It 
to get rid of smut ; and here is a sample of my red wheat, 
and observe that there is neither smut ball or ribery mixed 
with it, and it is therefore worth six shillings per barrel more 
than yours, because its tail is not as black as yours is." 

I cannot say that I was successful with Tim Flannery ; 
perhaps I may be more so with the reader, if he have occasioin 
to sow wheat; and the practice as adopted successfully in 
Flanders, in the eradicating of smut, and which has also, to 

the fullest extent, succeeded in Ireland, is this To dissolve 

a pound of Roman vitriol, or blue stone, or sulphate of cop- 
per, in twenty gallons of water, in a vessel containing about 
forty gallons ; steep as much wheat in it as will allow two or 
three inches of the solution to flow over the corn ; then leave 
it, (skimming off the smut balls and light corn,) for one hour, 
and then raise it, and rinse it in common water, and dry it 
in the usual way with slacked lime. In this Way a large quan- 
tity of seed wheat can successively be steeped ; and it is only 
necessary occasionally, until your whole seed is picked, to 
add some more blue stone, dissolved in the same proportion of 
water, to make up for the waste. With these observations 
I shall conclude my Agricultural hints for the present. 
I am, Sir, you obedient servant, 

John Brown. 




CLONGOWES. 

As we intend to devote some portion of our pages not only 
to the various institutions of the city of Dublin, but of Ire- 
land, we think our readers will not be displeased at seeing a 
representation of Clongowes College in our Journal. A 
gentleman whose literary character stands very high in the 
estimation of all ranks and all parties, and whose antiquarian 
pursuits and patriotic exertions for the literature of Ireland, 
are well known, has very kindly acceded to our request, and 
furnished us with a sketch of Carlingford, which will ap- 
pear in our fourth number, and he has enhanced the obliga- 
tion by promising to follow it with one on Clongowes, intend- 
ing to visit it at an approaching interesting season. 

LITTLE JOHN IN IRELAND. 

Stawhurst tells a singular story about. Little John, the 
notable companion of Robin Hood. We may as well give 
the matter in the words of the author, whose curious infor- 
mation is set off by his singular style of narrative, which to 
an antiquarian is as "apples of gold in pictures of silver." 

Speaking of Oxmantown-green, he says, — " In the farthest 
end of this iield is there a hole, commonly termed Scald Bro- 



ther's hole, a labyrinth reaching two large myles under the 
earth. This hole was in old tyme frequented by a notorious 
thiefe, named Scald Brother, wherein he would hide all the 
bngge and baggage he could pilfer. The varlett was so swift 
of foot, as he hath eftsoones outrun the swiftest and lustiest 
young men in Ostmantown( Oxmantown,) maugre their heads, 
bearing a potte or panne of theirs upon his shoulders, to his 
den. And now and then, in derision of them that pursued 
him, he would take his course under the gallows, which stand- 
eth very nigh his cave, (a fitte signe for such an inne) and so 
being shrouded within his lodge, he reckoned himself cocksure* 
none being found at that tyme so hardy as would adventure 
to entangle himself within so intricate a maze. But as the 
pitcher that goeth often to the water, cometh at length home 
broken, so this lusty youth would not surcease from open 
catching, forcible snatching, and privy prowling, until he was 
by certain groping groomes, that lay in wayte for him, inter- 
cepted fleeing towards his couch — having upon his apprehen- 
sion, no more wrong done him, than that he was not sooner 
hanged on that gallows, through which in his youth and 
jollity he was wont to run. 

" There also standeth on Ostmantown-greene, a hillock, 
named Little John his shot: the occasion proceeded of this : 

" In the year 1819, there ranged three robbers and outlaws 
in England, among which Robert Hood and Little John 



